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surprised to find how eloquent I was becoming on the
state of the India market—when, presently, he dashed
my incipient vanity to the earth at once, by inquiring
whether I had ever made any calculation as to the
value of the rental of all the retail shops in London.
Had he asked of me, what song the Sirens sang, or
what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself
among women, I might, with Sir Thomas Browne, have
hazarded a " wide solution.'1 My companion saw my
embarrassment, and, the almshouses beyond Shoreditch
just coming in view, with great good-nature and dexte-
rity shifted his conversation to the subject of public
charities; which led to the comparative merits of pro-
vision for the poor in past and present times, with
observations on the old monastic institutions, and charit-
able orders,—but, finding me rather dimly impressed
with some glimmering notions from old poetic associa-
tions, than strongly fortified with any speculations
reducible to calculation on the subject, he gave the
matter up; and, the country beginning to open more
and more upon us, as we approached the turnpike at
Kingsland (the destined termination of his journey), he
put a home thrust upon me, in the most unfortunate
position he could have chosen, by advancing some
queries relative to the North Pole Expedition. While
I was muttering out something about the Panorama of
those strange regions (which I had actually seen), by
way of parrying the question, the coach stopping reliev-
ed me from any further apprehensions. My companion
getting out, left me in the comfortable possession of my
ignorance; and I heard him, as he went off, putting
questions to an outside passenger, who had alighted
with him, regarding an epidemic disorder, that had been
rife about Dalston ; and which, my friend assured him,
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